

rheBiflwieof 

thereby liucth,. is to be no counterfeit , butfhe true and perfeA 
image of life indeed. The better part ofvalour is Diicretion- in 

the which better part, I hauc faued my life. Zounds 1 am afeard 
or this gunpowder though be be dead : howifheediouid 
counterfeit too,and rife? by my faith lam afraid he would prouc 
nie better counterfeit i therefore He make him furc ; ycajandlij 
fwearc I (lew him. Why may not he rife afwell as Ifnothmg con. 
.f utes mec but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore firra, witha' 
new wound in your thigh, comeyou along with me. 

He takfs vp Hotjpftr on hu ^acke* Enter Prmeand 
John ef Lancafier. \ 

print Come brother leim^ full brauely haft thou fleflit 
Thy mayden Sword. 

John But foft, w ho hauc we heere .** 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prw, Ididjifawhim dead, 

Breathkire, and bleeding on the ground. Art}thou aliuc ? 

Or is it fantafic that playes vpon our eye- fight ? 

1 prethcc fpeake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our earcs, thou art not what thou feem’ft. 

Fa/f. No that’s certaine , I am not a double man : but ifl bee 
not lacke Faljialffe, then am I a lackc : there is Pm^,ifyourFj. 
therwill doe mee any honour, fo ; if not, let him flaythenext 
Perrj himfelfe : Hooke to bcoither Earle or Duke, Icanaffurc 
you. 

Why Percy, I flew my feife, and faw thee dead. 

Faif. Didftthou? Lord, Lord, how the world is giuen to ly- 
ing.^. i graunt youlwasdownc , and out of breath, andfowas 
he, but weerofebothat an inftant, and fought a long houreby 
6’/?ri;!»’/^»;^clockc, iflmaybebcleeiledjfo; if not, let them that 
Ihould reward Valour, bcare the finne vpon their ownc heads. 
He take it vpon my death, I gaue him this wound in the thigh, 
if the man were aliuc, and would deny it. Zounds I would make 
him eatc a pceceof my Sword. 

lehn. This is the ftrangeft talc that cuer I heard. 

This is the ftrangeft fellow, brother 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back^ 


Henry the. 

For my if a lie will doc thee grace, 

Ikfiuiide it w ith the happiclt tearmes I haue. 

® Aretnatis founded^ 

Prince The Trumpets found retreat,the day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the higheft of the Field, 

Toftewhat friends areliuing, who are dead. Sxemt, 

Falf. Ilefollow,astlieyfay,forreward} Hethatrewardesme, 
God reward him. If I do grow great, He grow letre?for He purge, 
and leaue Sacke,and Hue cleanly, as aNobleman fliould doe. 

Exitt 

The Trumpets found, enter the King, Prince ef l^des. Lord 
John of Laneafer, Earle offVefimerUnd,with 
TVorcefierandZJernonprifenerSt ■ 

King Thus euer did Rebellion finderebuke,. 
"i&ipintif^fPorcefier, did not we fend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes ofLouc to all ofyou» 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 

Mifufe the tenor oftby kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

A noble Earle, and many a creature elfe, 

Had beene aliue this hpure,. 

If like a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

PPor. What I haue done, my fafeiievrg’d me to. 

And I imbracc this fortune patiently, 

Since not to be aiioyded, it falls on mee. 

King Beare fVorcefter to the death, and Vernon too : 

Other Offenders we willpaufe vpon. 

Howgoes the Field? 

Prince The noble Scot LordZ)fl»^?<w,whea he law 
The fortune ofthe day turn’d quitefrom him. 

The noble Vercy flaine, and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of fcarejfled with the reft ; 

And falling from a hill, he wasfo bruizd. 

That the purfuerstooke him. At my Tent, 

JheDoTfglaj is, and I befeech your Grace, . 

1 may diipofe of him. . 
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